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lm Sorry. 


Two tiny words that had lost their meaning over the years he had used them so often. Every little thing, no 
matter who had instigated it, had resulted in those words being uttered. Yet here he was, sitting before the 
great man himself and, just for old time's sake, saying them. He had taken Dave to court for very legitimate 
reasons and he was the one apologising for the damage that had been done to him. He had no reason to 


apologise but it was the kind of reflex action that never left, the nervous tick of words and phrases. 


Hazel eyes, hinted with concern, looked at him over a glass of water. David wondered if they held the 


memories as vividly as he did. No doubt they did, but years of training had quashed them, forcing them into 


remission. Because if anyone found out then it would be their downfall. 


wunne 


Several days and a flurry of internet posts later and the world knew. David Ellefson, the pushed out, trodden 
upon and scorned former bassist of Megadeth, was back in his rightful place. It wasn't before time either. He 
had fought hard to get back where he belonged, a fight which only he and Dave knew about and one which he 
knew Dave would never speak of. Silence was golden and Dave's was priceless. However he didn't have to pay. 

Never had done and never would do; it had been part of the deal. 


Sitting cross-legged on a couch in Vic's Garage, David silently tuned the bass which lay in his lap. From time to 
time, he flicked his eyes up, watching the activity that swarmed around him. It would take time to feel 
comfortable and for the reservations to fully melt from his mind There were always reservation whenever 
Dave came up with some hair brained scheme, reservations which sometimes needed force to be either 


realised or disposed of. 


"Ju-" Looking up, he raised an eyebrow in Dave's direction, watching as the redhead slunk back slightly. "David, 
you ready?" 


Putting on the perfect show of someone who was happy to be back at their master's side, David grinned and 
got to his feet. The enthusiasm still there but it was slower, a little more docile, like the dog in its twilight 


years. 


With a smile, he slung an arm around Dave's neck, feeling the other man twitch slightly beneath his touch. 
Exhilaration pumped through him as he pulled the strong body to his. "Always ready. You should know that," he 


teased. 


wun 


Everyone knows how the story started - the thundering baseline of Runnin’ With The Devil played way too 
early, followed by the crash of a flower pot and the muffled holler of, "SHUT THE FUCK UP!" 


Everyone knows how the story developed - the fresh faced, wide eyed farm kid hooked up with the wild eyed, 
wild haired street urchin and decided to take on the world. The elder remaining as Dave, while the younger was 
christened "Junior". 


It was a cleverly developed persona; the crazy, slightly psychotic one and the mild mannered, sweet looking one. 


They were a team, the poster boys of thrash metal, one scowling, the other smiling, never far from each 


other. 


Behind closed doors, and away from the media circus which soon picked up on them, a gentle relationship 
formed. Beneath stars and hushed whispers, tender kisses and the slightest of touches were exchanged. Eyes 


filled with the wonders and terrors of the world before them exchanged silent messages. Don't hurt me. Please 


love me. Dont leave me. Dont hate me. 


And so he had, taking the fragile man who emerged once the door clicked shut into his arms and smoothing 


out the cracks and breaks that other, perhaps less caring, people had caused. 
"No-one's ever loved me," a cracked voice would whisper. "Everyone fuckin hates me." 


Sunset hair had billowed over stained and rotten pillows, a few pathetic stubs of candles picking out the 
different hues of gold and orange and red. Gangly limbs, forced that way by the beginnings of a deathly 


addiction, sank against the bony mattress as eyes, drained of their usual menace, looked up at him. 


Lying over the barely moving body, David could have convinced himself that Dave had suddenly passed away, 
his soul snatched from his body, forced out by a broken heart. As he'd moved closer, propped on his elbows 
as he stared down into the stilled face, the hazel eyes had suddenly come to, focusing on him with a mild 
shock as if wondering how he had come to be pinned to the bed. 


Brushing wisps of hair from Dave's face, he'd smiled sweetly, beer soaked blood feeding him confidence. "I love 


you. You know | do." Pressing his finger to slightly parted lips, he'd softly forced, "Now be quiet” 


The place reeked of stale cigarette smoke and the growing of mould, but David had never cared. This was 
home, a place to rest his head, to think and be himself and to take care of the one who needed it. The bed, as 
lumpy and uncomfortable as it was, was a small piece of heaven. There, he would hover over Dave, gently 
nudging the softly protesting boy's knees apart before making love to him. He and Dave, forever linked together 
through music, love and blood. No matter how much the redhead protested, how much he struggled and how 


much he sobbed, he always wound up giving in 


wun 


Silence drifted over the studio as the last notes danced away. Everyone held their breath, waiting for an 
explosion, waiting for Dave to heave hair over his shoulder and launch into a tirade about something or 


another which mattered to no one except the brain of its creator. 
It was broken, not by the beginnings of a screaming fit but by the latest addition to the band. 
"That was amazing! David cried, a wide smile crossing his lips. 


It was amazing, felt wonderful to be playing the songs that he'd had a hand in writing so many years before. 
His return may have been been tinged with bitter-sweetness but it didn't stop the rush that hit him like a 
freight train. Adrenaline and excitement surged through him, heightened by standing beside Dave, the spot that 
he knew he would come back to. The years had passed, during which he'd quietly prayed to a God he wasn't 
always sure existed, and he bided his time, waiting like a hawk for the moment a hand would be offered to pull 


him back in. He had known that he could have done something far bigger than Megadeth but he'd chosen not 


to, playing the pitiful media for all they were worth. David and his family had wanted for nothing during those 
years but the media, the fans, and especially Dave were not to know that. 


Dave's normally toughened expression was, for once, softened a little by a smile, obviously happy with the 
approval that was being lavished upon him. Giving a little wink, David turned away, feeling smug. He still had the 
touch, could still control and crush with mere words. Most thought that Dave was the controlling one, always 


lashing out verbally or physically. Little did they know. 
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"Shut the fuck up!" Face twisted with anger, he pulled back, both hands fisted, one clutching a clump of fiery 


hair. 


On the floor before him knelt Dave, face as blank as a page, tears pricking wide eyes. The persona that was 
seen on stage melted into nothing, shock setting in as the boy he thought loved him tore him apart. 


"Don't you ever dare do that again!" Rage sped through him, riding on the drugs he'd pumped into himself. 


But this had been a long time coming. He had watched Dave pretend to be something he wasn't, spitting and 
kicking for journalists and dragging girls off to darkened rooms where God only knew what happened. David 
could probably predict what happened behind those doors without the aid of the tarot deck Dave would lovingly 
pull from beneath the bed. He had watched Dave mess with the occult, often turning their apartment into a 
darkened cavern, candles burning from every surface as he sat on the floor, tripping off as he etched strange 
sigils into the floor and muttered to spirits which would do far worse to him than David was about to. 


Bending down, he tangled his fingers into Dave's hair and pulled, listening to the other man whimper as he was 
heaved to his knees. 


"Don't fuckin’ touch me," David hissed. "Don't fuckin’ look at me." 


He gave the softly moaning man a shake, watching as hazel eyes obediently looked to the floor. A sudden 
excitement took over him as he watched Dave begin to twist beneath him, the breaks he'd so carefully 
plastered over begin to open again Goodness knows what his mother would have thought of her perfect and 
polite boy; he had gone, washed away on a river of dark sex and oily drugs. To have found his lover in their 
bed, snorting coke on the curved back of some naked girl had crushed everything inside of him and the 


monster had risen 


Blood began to trickle from Dave's nose as he laid into him. The only sounds came from David as he punched 
and thumped and pulled. Eyes that were filled with the age of someone who had seen it all moved to look at 
him, a gesture which only angered David further. There was a grating crunch as his fist connected one last 


time with Dave's nose, the bloodied guitarist crumpling downwards. 
The blood and pain and tired whimpers did nothing to him as he stood over the heaving body, hands firmly 
planted on his hips. Instead, he just felt an odd warmth, a warmth which could only be fed by a gruesome kind 


of relationship. 


So it began. 


woun 


Moving into a hotel for rehearsals, David found himself alive once more as he surveyed the scene from the 
window. It stretched away before him, filled with bright light and the promises of what was to come. He would 
say he had changed from the last time he had been in Megadeth, that the ghosts and demons from those 
days had passed, finally laying to rest. But all it would take was one word, one gesture, the slightest movement 


to raise that monster. The illusion was carefully crafted and could disappear in the blink of an eye. 


Medical evidence suggested that prolonged use of hardcore drugs could irreversibly change a person, the 
neurons of the brain forever killed or altered, changing the person beyond all recognition. Yet David had 
managed to keep the happy-go-lucky presence; not even the family he'd built for himself knew of the dark 
past he harboured. 


There was a quiet beep and the door clicked open. Turning from the window he gave a sardonic smile as Dave 
walked into the room. 


A tired look crossed Dave's face. "| hope you're not fuckin’ expecting it to go back to how it was. | invited you 
back in good faith, kicked out fuckin’ James to keep you and your running mouth shut" 


David's smile widened and he stepped closer, eyes crawling over the toned body before him. "Take your clothes 


off" 


Hazel eyes narrowed, Dave's body stiffening as an angry electricity crackled through the air. "Not a fuckin' 
chance. | just told you why. You keep your filthy, lying hands to yourself." 


Chuckling, he flicked his fingers through the tips of Dave's hair, watching as a flinch was quickly hidden 
"I'm warning you, Junior.” 


Dave's head viciously snapped to one side, a muted hiss filling the air as he gritted his teeth against the harsh 


pain. 


"And I'm warning you, Dave," he replied softly, voice hinting of the storm that was to come. "You call me that 
one more time and I'll make sure they never find your body." That nasty, malicious grin returned. "And no 
court in the land will convict me, not when | tell them my side of the story.” 


Turning back to him, Dave's face was set in its usual sneer. "You spiteful, nasty little shit. | can't believe | 
fuckin kicked out a good, honest guy just to appease you. One day this'll catch up with you and you'll be 
answering to God" 


Not believing what he was hearing, David rolled his eyes and sighed. That was all he'd been hearing through the 
media, through acquaintances, through every source: Dave was a Bible basher and was taking it seriously. So 
did David, but he wasn't forcing it down others throats. He didn't tell his band and his fans how to live their 
lives. To him, it was just another piece of the impenetrable puzzle. Sure, he believed there was a higher power, 
heck, he'd been raised that way. But sometimes it was hard to believe, especially when the man before him 


loved him one day and hated him the next. 


Feeling the familiar excitement tingle his spine, he pressed himself nose to nose with Dave, staring up into eyes 


that were darkening with the same exhilaration. "And so will you, Dave. And so will you." 


Lightening quick, his hand wrapped around Dave's throat and squeezed, growling as the other man gasped, eyes 
bugging as he grappled with David, trying to free himself. He'd forgotten how strong Dave was and his own 
face reddened as he fell into the struggle, nails raking over pale skin, leaving raised, red welts. 


"You want this," he snarled. "You know you do. You love it when you're forced." 


Terror filled Dave's eyes, the strong demeanour disappearing as his knees began to buckle and the snarl 
changed from his face to David's. 


wun 


Darkness, interrupted only by the flickering of candles, cloaked the apartment, the cloying smell of incense 
heavy in the air. It was enough to choke David as he walked in. Yet even a heavy slam of the door did nothing 
to rouse the other occupant. Fumbling through the dark and smoke, he dumped the shopping on an already 
cluttered counter, hissing quietly as he looked to the floor. 


The carpet had been rolled back to reveal an assort of pentagrams and scrawled chalk marks. Stubs of melting 
candles picked out points, wax bubbling and dripping towards splintering floorboards. Amid the candles and the 
gasping sticks of incense sat Dave, cross-legged and lost in a swaying trance, quietly weaving something David 


had little time for. 


Leaning against the counter, he watched with silent indignity, biding his time. They needed their time away from 
each other but David did not expect to come home to a stinking and dim apartment. The words that spilled 
from Dave's mouth became louder, spoken in a language that sounded like nothing he had ever heard. German? 
Latin? French? 


Dave stretched out a finger and began to mark the floor, the symbols wet and red, blood linking him to 
whatever was on the inside of his head. That simple movement, one which religions across the world 
performed, enraged David. He was the one linked to Dave by blood, he was the one who made him bleed every 


night. He should not be bleeding for some cause or spell or ritual that they didn’t need. 

Stepping from the counter, David sneered. Dave was his, not some demonic spirit's. No one else, visible or not, 
had any rights to this man. He'd claimed Dave and he'd get him back from whatever had his attention this 
time. 


Kneeling down, he snapped his fingers before the closed eyes. "Wakey, wakey." 


Eyes, lit with the fires of Hades, slowly lifted to his, a quiet growl erupting from Dave's chest. "What the fuck 


do you want, Junior? I'm fuckin’ busy." 
Grabbing a handful of hair, he hauled Dave from the midst of his bloodied circle. "Not any more, fucker." 


Dave stumbled forward, crawling on his knees as he battled the monster above him. "Where the fuck do you 


get off treating me like this, huh?" he demanded. 


A second later and he cried out as a foot connected to his chest, sending him sprawling back to the floor, a 
sizzle and the smell of burning hair mixing with the heavy stench of patchuloi, sweat and terror. David knelt 


down, knees on either side of Dave's shoulders and he scowled at the man beneath him. 


"| don't like you fucking with that shit and you know it. You're dancing with the Devil, Dave, and you'll have to 


answer to him one day." 
Its my fuckin’ life, Junior.” Dave pushed himself onto his elbows, a malicious glare in his eyes. 


Bam! He wound up his fist and slammed it into Dave's spiteful face. "Not any more, shit head. You're mine and 


you know it" 


Stunned and shocked, Dave lay against the floor, blood beginning to bubble around one nostril. Holding him down, 
the rage took hold, a dark dragon which held his soul and clouded his vision. From that moment forward, 
everything disappeared, becoming a distant memory as he pummelled the man below him. He would have said it 
was the drugs which had taken hold, wiping away any memory of who he used to be, twisting and corrupting 
him. Some may have said that it was a control issue; for the first time in his life he could take something and 


make it his own, no matter how he did it. 


He didn't hear the cries, never felt the hands that cut and scratched at his skin, just hit and cursed and 
forced Dave to break and submit to him in his very own ritual of blood and pain. Behind this door, the one 
which he so often slammed, no one would recognise Dave Mustaine. Gone was the snarling, cursing, whirling 
dervish of a demon. In his place was a sobbing, bleeding man who spread his legs for dick. Never had he 
considered himself gay but beneath the hands of David, whether cruel or calm, he became whatever was 
wanted of him, leaving behind his former life, forgetting the cruelty that had gone before David. David was his 
everything and nothing he did would ever get him out of that vice grip. 


The drug use spiralled, monkeys on their backs as one used to feed the craving monstrosity, while the other 
used to hide the pain It was a simple formula; fight, fuck, shoot up. Rinse and repeat until either they or the 
drugs were spent. However, to the outside world, to the world beyond the locked doors, it was business as 
usual. Bruises magically disappeared while the egotistical Mustaine beast returned, faithful little side kick beside 
him. It was an image which would last only until the sun dipped beneath the horizon. 


wun 


Driven by blood. Driven by hate. Driven by everything in between. It never stopped, never gave up. It was 


never quiet, not even for a moment. It roared, a sound like a runaway train. It would never stop. 


woun 


It wasn't always blood and violence and drugs. Sometimes the darkness subsided, becoming a grey fog in the 


corner of his mind, leaving him alone long enough to be himself. 


Cheerful and happy, his eyes sparkling with joy, David studied himself in the mirror. His hair was perfect, t- 
shirt and jeans were clean for once and not too rumpled. Cautiously he sniffed under one arm. Yep, smelled just 


fine. Tonight.. Tonight was going to be an evening of fun and passion. 


Slinking from the bathroom, he checked the door to the apartment. Still locked so his lover hadn't yet crept in, 
which gave him time to finish his master plan. On the stove simmered a stew,a recipe he had borrowed from 


his mother. It was simple, wholesome food, food to mend broken hearts and wounded souls. 


He winced as he thought of his mother. Their last conversation had been strained. She had asked a million and 
one questions, in the way that only mothers could. But he had had to lie. Yes, everything was okay. Yes, the 
band was coming along great. Yes, he and Dave were now sharing an apartment. Better in the long run, he'd 
said, cheaper for us both. 


And a place for me to keep an eye on hm. 


Shaking his head, David chased the thoughts and guilt away. Tonight wasn't about that. Tonight was about 
them, about being happy, about sharing their lives together. Smiling, he allowed his soul to sing the song he 
had long denied it. It was the song it sang to Dave, the one which told the redhead how much he loved and 
adored him. He wanted to spend the rest of his days with this man. He couldn't pinpoint why, but he didn't 
care. He just did. 


Feeling on top of the world, he rearranged the candelabra and the cutlery on the small, rickety table. Lighting 
the candles, he turned down the lights. Nearly there. Scurrying to the kitchen, he opened the fridge. All it held 
were a few bottles of beer, a half empty jar of mayo and the biggest bunch of roses he could afford. Staring 
at them for a single, forlorn, moment, David whisked them from their chilled hideaway. They didn't have a 
vase, there was no need for one when you were a starving musician, so he soaked a pair of shorts and 


wrapped them around the stems. With a skipping heart, he carefully laid them at the place he'd set for Dave. 


Behind him, the lock clicked and he turned to watch the door slowly open. A mop of red hair, followed by a pair 
of wide, hazel eyes appeared. Plump lips began to form his pet name before Dave softly whispered, "Oh, Davia." 


Grinning, he draped his arms around Dave's neck, fingers losing themselves in waves of thick hair and gave him 


the softest of kisses. 


"Welcome home," he whispered, "from wherever you've been" 


Dave's nose twitched and a sparkle twinkled through his eyes. "Is that.. real food?" 

David's grin widened and he nodded. "Uh-huh. Real, home-cooked food. Just like Mom used to make." 

His lover melted against him. "Aww man, | can't remember the last time | ate anything which didn't come out 
of a packet" Lips touched his nose, and David gave a low chuckle. "You really are the best, you know that, 
David?" 

Dave's grip on him loosened slightly, a suspicious look crossing his face. "It's not... poisoned, is it?" 


Laughing softly, David shook his head. "I'd never do that. | promise." 


The twinkle returned to the redhead's eyes and his hands dropped away. Seating himself at the table, he smiled. 


"Ready when you are, gorgeous." 

That was all he needed to send his ego into the stratosphere. With a grin that refused to die, David ladled the 
thick soup and set them on the table. Seating himself, he rested his head in his hands and gazed at the man he 
loved. Nothing was going to rob him of this moment and nothing was ever going to erase it from his mind. 

"| love you, Dave." 


Between mouthfuls, Dave smiled. "And | love you." 


This time, David could feel it. He actually meant it. 


wun 


Nothing, nothing but the redness was present, a veil of mist which clouded his vision. It pulsed through his 


veins, repeatedly delivering a single word to his brain: 
Kill 


Kill 
Kill 


Drifting on the breeze of the open window were cries, the cries of a haunted and wounded child. 


wvunu 


The beast grew and grew, a slathering void of pain and bleakness, calmed only by the soothing warmth of the 


drugs which caressed its back and quietened its screams. 


Whatever love had been there, even in its most basic form, had dissolved. In its place it left a rash of 
emotions; bitterness, despair, hatred. All of which he directed towards Dave. There was nothing wrong with 
him. It was all Dave's fault he'd become like this, dragging him into a fiendish underworld of illicit pleasures and 
high roller stakes. He had wanted to inhabit this world, had wanted to become a rock star and make his fame 
and fortune in music, but not with the flame haired being which had taken him there. 


Another Monday. Another aching hangover, his body suffering from a few days off from the world. Settled in 
the studio, David did his best not to nod off, head falling before jerking back up. Already his skin was beginning 
to crawl with the itching need to have the cool needle slip beneath it. Unconsciously he scratched at the crook 
of his elbow, worrying old wounds and creating more. His hair hung in greasy strings and the reek of stale 
body odour surrounded him but he couldn't have cared less. # needed feeding. 


In the background he could hear a Mustaine tantrum erupting, something to do with flight cases and weight 
limits. A few days from now and they would be off, climbing into the skies as they were whisked away on tour. 
But a few days was a few days, long days of crawling to dealers and finding money, of fighting and screaming, 
of battling with everything that lived within and trying to win. But he'd never win, the strength wasn't there 
for him to win It, the dual personality, the monster, the demon, whatever it was called, would win. 

"Dave," he softly said, desperate to distract himself from the need within 

Eyes, rabid with frustration, turned to him and David found himself sinking back against the couch. "What?" 
Swallowing against the lump in his throat, David shakily got to his feet and walked closer, using cases and 
stacks and instruments to support himself. His vision came and went, everything before him in a hazy soft 


focus. 


"Dave, just listen. Please." His knees began to sink, the voices screaming in his head. "You can't take all of this 


stuff" 


The infamous temper, the one which everyone except David feared, flared, hair flicking and swelling like flames 


as Dave turned on him. 

"Shut the fuck up, Junior!" the taller man roared, hands clenched into fists and face wrought with anger. 
Deep within David something ticked over, tight and hot, as red as blood. 

‘| was just trying to help," he soothed, offering out a hand. "Calm down" 

He forced a smile, trying to be warm, trying to be the friend and lover he desperately wanted to be. The 
horror of who he was becoming rolled over, sickening him, as it always did in this lightened, yet painful, lucid 


moments. 


Instead, his hand was roughly knocked back to his side, Dave glaring down at him, surveying him as he would 


the scum which floated in the sewer. 
"Fuck off, Junior," he hissed through gritted teeth. 


David looked beyond Dave, watching as the room quickly emptied, its other occupants knowing what was coming. 


No one ever spoke out but David could see it in their eyes; they knew what went on. 


As the door slammed shut the monster awoke, Dave's eyes snapping wide as the smaller, drug deprived man 


screamed his lungs out. 


"Don't you ever fuckin’ touch me like that again!" he bellowed, smacking away the hands that came to rest at 


his hips. "Don't you ever belittle me in front of anyone ever again! 


Already Dave was backing away, nostrils flaring as he scented the ire which was beginning to flow from David's 
putrid pores. Digging his nails into the palms of his hands, David tried to ride it out, tried to force it back down 
but it refused to go, the inky darkness swirling up and taking over. One foot was carefully placed before the 
other as he stalked Dave, head lowered as he glared at him, following him around the room. A low growl, husky 
and raw, vibrated from his chest as he laid a hand against Dave's throat. The man that had stood before him 
a moment earlier disappeared, erased as the terror of childhood memories erupted through the redhead's 
mind. Dave was gone, in his place a scared child who had had to run from pillar to post, protecting his mother 


and sisters from the fiend that wouldn't leave them alone. 


A whimpering "Please" escaped from panting lips as David hunched his shoulders, smirking as his hand tightened 
in the thick, silken hair. The fear which singed the air drove him onwards, teasing and tormenting him, tickling 


his nerves. 

"Please what?" he growled, a foot hooking behind Dave's knee. 

Dave's face fell as he began to slide closer to the floor, normally angry eyes becoming glazed with tears. 
"David, please." his voice trailed off as he sank lower. "Please don't do this again" 


That was all he needed to hear, the child-like plea, and he roughly pushed Dave to the floor, never flinching as 
his knees thudded heavily. He heard Dave gasp, heard him whimper, felt him shudder beneath his fingers, but 

it didn't stop David as he dragged him across the floor, feeling hair break as he pulled him closer to the couch 
he had just risen from. 


David couldn't help but let out a spiteful chuckle as he watched Dave crawl after him, head lowered as he 
shuffled, trying not to show how much each attack by his partner hurt him. David knew that he was ripping 
them apart a little at a time, but it never bothered him. He held a dark secret which, if revealed to the world, 
would finish off and kill Dave. There was no way that Dave could ever live down being outed to the world and 


David's skin rippled with a sick pleasure as he dreamed about doing it, standing on a stage before a festival of 


people and telling them, and the world, that big bad Dave Mustaine took it up the ass from his bassist. Of 


course, Dave would try and limit the damage but it would be too late. 


Lips curled into an all too familiar snarl, David reached to the couch, his free hand feeling around until it 
wrapped around what he was looking for. Giving a rough tug on Dave's hair, he forced the fear filled face to 
look, revelling in the warm feeling of control as Dave's body shook, eyes widening as he stared down the barrel 
of the revolver. A scream of pure, white cold terror tore through the air, Dave stiffening in his grip as he 


tried to pull back 
"For fuck's sake, David!" he cried, eyes nearly white from the fear. 
Laughing, David licked his teeth, enjoying the weight of the gun in his hand. "What?" 


Beneath him, Dave shook, hair matted and clinging to his sweat beaded forehead. It was a sight to behold, one 
which sent thunderbolts of lust straight through David. His groin began to tighten and he let out a deep 
guttural groan. His hand tightened in Dave's hair, the kneeling man giving into the fear and letting out a cry, 


the cry of a scared and wounded animal too lost to make it home. 


Tears soaked the guitarist's face as he pleaded with his bassist, "Please. David. I'm begging you. Why? Why do 


you wanna kill me? Please. Tell me." 


Slowly he pulled the hammer back, the rasping click deafening. Heaving Dave closer, he pressed the gun to 
Dave's forehead, his cruel laughter spilling forth as tears spilled from the other man's eyes, snot clogging his 
nose as he begged and sobbed. 


"D-Don't. David. Please, David. l'm begging y-you. From the bottom of my h-heart. Please. David. D-Don't k-kill 


me. 


Keeping the cold metal against Dave's skin, he leaned closer, the excitement spiralling to his stomach and groin, 


turning him on, his cock throbbing against the rough denim of his jeans. 
"And tell me why | shouldn't fuckin’ k-kill you," he hissed. 


There were more tears, Dave's eyes bloodshot, his face contorted, alternating between disbelief and rancid 
sickness. David tore out more red hair as he gave his boss another vicious shake. The muzzle of the gun was 
beginning to leave a hideous mark against the other man's skin, but David didn't care; it would be nothing 


compared to the mess if he dared pull the trigger. 
"Tell me!" he demanded "Tell me why | shouldn't k-kill you, Dave!" 


"B-Because.." There, that's what he wanted, the complete and utter submission of Dave Mustaine. 

Oh, he got it most nights of the week, but it didn't stop him from wanting more, from wanting Dave to bleed 
for him, to beg for him, to tell him he loved him while David raped him. Pressed him against the wall and 
brutally fucked him while Dave screamed his name and told him how much he adored him. But this time, this 


was the first time he'd gotten tears, the first time Dave had completely laid his soul before him and 
screamed his heart out, begged to be allowed to live. 


"Because what?" His finger tightened around the trigger, a howl of complete panic tearing from Dave's mouth. 
"Because | love you!" 


Finally! The dark being within sighed with relief and David loosened his grip, letting Dave sink away from him. 
The defeated metal god curled himself into the foetal position, arms pulling his knees to him as he rocked 
himself, whimpering and crying. Fear lingered in the air, a potent, sour stench. Lowering himself to the floor, 
David let the gun gently stroke along the other man's cheek, watching as he shuddered beneath the metal, 
letting himself be pulled apart and arms hooking him close to David The front of Dave's jeans were soaked with 
piss and the shaking man choked, threatening to vomit as he clung to the man who was both his devil and his 


saviour. 


"| wouldn't kill you," David quietly soothed, hands crawling along Dave's back as he held him close, comforting 


him, letting him know that he still loved him. "I love you. I'm the only person who loves you.” 


Loved him in his own special and twisted way. 
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Strings of flesh and blood were caught beneath fingernails, a voice begging it to stop rising and falling with 
each sustained attack. No mercy was shown as it carried on, the attacker so riddled with anger that it would 
come out in no other way. Music had always been an escape from this, but today that luxury had fallen by 


the wayside, the trigger well and truly pulled. 


wuna 


The green and fertile grass of England had disappeared beneath a swell of half naked, mud covered bodies. 
Before them, the crowd surged to their beat, sometimes singing, something throwing themselves into each 


other, yet never resting, an unending living, breathing sea. 


It was a proud and oddly sated David who played for them, perched precariously at the front of the stage, the 
memories, if not the bruises, of a few days previous just that. A distant memory. Now the music and 
excitement of being on the road had swept him upwards, holding him aloft like a kite. Nothing could bring him 
down 


With the last note dangling in the air, he dashed from the stage, yelling and laughing, high-fiveing anyone he 
came across. He thought nothing of what anyone else thought, this was his moment and it was one to rejoice 


in. 


No-one would ever suspect that the boy with the wide eyes and the big smile, the man who had been called 
Dave's "yes man", would be the one who kept Dave under the thumb. Anyone with any sense would have said 
that it Dave would have been the monster, would have been the one to beat and rape the smaller man and, to 
a degree, he was. He wouldn't hesitate to kick the ass of the guy who looked at him wrong, wouldn't say no to 
drinking himself sick, yet he never laid a finger to David, quivering between the hate-filled gazes which were 
thrown his way whenever the honey-blonde was angry with him. Which seemed to be more and more often as 
they travelled and partied, often not crashing for days on end, the drugs and the adrenaline fuelling them on, 
as quick and as confident as jets. And with that new found confidence came the beatings and forceful sex. 


David enjoyed that sex, thrived as he held Dave to the bed, hand wrapped around the redhead's throat as he 
forced himself in, deeper and deeper, listening to the cries and pleas as Dave surged and thrashed beneath him. 
It wasn't rape, not in his eyes, not when Dave was crying his name and coming against his own taunt stomach 
as David spilled himself into that well worn hole. It wasn't rape when Dave seemed to enjoy it, enjoyed the 
chase, enjoyed being forced to his knees and kicked into stripping his clothes off. Never did it cross his mind 
that one day it would change. 


The party went on long into the night, beer and drugs flowing, washing away the hours before dawn, swirling 
them away on a euphoric high no one ever wanted to come down from. Bodies gyrated around them, a blur of 
skin and a whirl of clothes. Various smokes hung in the air, pungent smells mixed with spilled drinks and the 
heady scent of sex. 


Crawling into Dave's lap, he draped his arms around strong shoulders and pulled beer filmed lips to his own. For 
once they didn't pull away; for once eyes didn't snap wide with fear; for once skin didn't pucker at the threat 
of what was to come. Instead they sat amid the gyrating room, as still as the summer evening, wrapped 
around each other as they hungrily made out. Tongues swept over lips and into welcoming mouths, teeth 
nipping and tugging at tender flesh. Hands rode into hair, teasingly pulling, quiet snarls and growls leaving each 


man. 


His heart pounded, the mellow warmth of love rushing over him as they kissed and petted each other. For the 
first time in an age, David felt settled and fulfilled, happy to just sit and feed his boyfriend tender kisses. 


Nose against Dave's and lips hovering close to the other man's, he smiled, savouring the feeling. "I love you," he 


whispered. 


His smile was returned with an honest one, a smile which made his heart ache with joy. "I love you too," Dave 


quietly replied. 


Pulling themselves up, they twisted and turned, dancing with the drug as they made their way to the bed, 
hands clinging, tugging clothes off. Modesty vanished as they lay among the piles of clothes, fingers groping and 
stroking as soft sighs enveloped them. Lying over Dave, eyes dilated nearly to black, David buried his hands in 
the thick waves of red hair, tongue licking over full lips before plunging back between them, claiming the man 
beneath him as his own. His eyes fell shut as he let himself be rushed away on a roller-coaster ride of 
pleasure, barely noticing as he was moved, back pressed against the bed. As a weight pressed him down, his 


eyes snapped open, mouth hanging in a gasp as he looked up into Dave's sneering face. 
Fingers pressed painfully into his throat as lips brushed against his ear. "My turn," Dave gleefully hissed. 


The scream he let out was swallowed up as Dave roughly kissed him, hands beginning to tear at his tender 
flesh. No one noticed as the taller man plunged between his legs, ripping him apart. No one listened as he cried 
and begged, pleaded for the red hot pain to be relieved. He thrashed and kicked, punched and scratched but it 


was all to no avail; Dave wanted his pound of flesh and he was going to get it. 


His dream world, that safe dark haven he slipped into whenever the drugs took over, was shattered. The 
looking glass fell to pieces before him, the true image of himself held up as an inhuman Dave picked him, 
slamming into the wall as he fucked him, tortured him, raped him. Hour after hour it went on, David begging 
for the mercy that would never be shown Clumps of honey-blonde hair were torn from his head and 
carelessly tossed aside, following the blood which flowed from his ass. A knee to the stomach, followed by one 
to the groin. A fist to the face, designed to hold him down as Dave once more pushed his legs to breaking 
point, opening him up to be roughly fisted and fucked. Fingers crawled deep inside of him, ripping his insides 
apart before another round of rape began. Tears and blood mixed together, staining his face and skin, marking 
him. 


The agony of the onslaught tore through him, sending waves of molten pain to his very core, gripping him 


before splintering him apart. This was what he had done to the very man he had called his beloved, it was 
what he had done night after horrid night. It was he who had turned Dave into a purring cat before exposing 
every one of his wounds for the world to see. IT was he, not every other excuse Dave dreamt up, that drove 
the redhead to rant and scream at a world he believed was not listening to him. And the revelation terrified 


him as his blood spilled against the once white sheets. 


Finally, as the dawn began to break, he was tossed to one side, roughly hitting the floor, a broken rag doll. 
Barely able to lift himself, David gazed through swollen eyes, taking in the demon that stood over him. A real 
life incarnation of what lived deep within him had finally been borne. The tide had turned and the nightmare 


lived; Dave owned him now. 
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It was that which sent him scurrying back across the pond, tail firmly tucked between his legs, to find refuge 
in rehab. He had seen what he was, what he had become in a few short years, and he wanted it gone. Dave 


had followed him, seemingly unable to let go of the prize he now had in his grasp. 


Even in the supposedly safe haven of rehab, the night terror continued, every counselling session turned into a 


running battle between egos. 


Their counsellor was a lovely woman, probably in her late 40's with long brown hair which she kept tied into 
her neck Her name was Mrs Jones although she asked them to call her Jay. She had no doubt seen it all but, 
in David's eyes, she didn't need to see two grown men, men who should have known better, screaming at each 


other, throwing threats and names across a scarily small room. 


[am rolled around, another four hours of screaming and counselling were due to begin. In a room half way 
across the complex from Dave, David sat in the window, knees hunched up as he gazed out at the sun, 
contemplating everything that had led to this moment. How had he become this person? Was it the drugs 
alone? Or the freedom that had been afforded to him? Was it the thought that people in homosexual 
relationships acted like this? Every relationship that had come before had been heterosexual, even if he been 
too polite to have sex with all of them. Or was it something far deeper and darker, something which had crept 
into him during the dark nights of esoteric rituals? 


Over and over his thoughts went, analysing them, trying to find fault or blame with someone else. But each 
and every time the needle stopped on him; this was all his fault. No one else was to blame for his actions and 


behaviour. 


Time passed slowly, seemingly grinding to a halt as David forced himself from the window and out of the room. 
The corridors of the centre were empty, everyone either still in their room or locked up in various therapies. 

There was no place to hide because, sooner or later, Jay would knock on the door and coax him out, telling him 
it was for his own good that he faced his demons. 


His skin was cold, dotted with sweat and pinpricked with the beginning of the shakes. Fear riddled him, the 
prospect of facing the snarling face of his demon battering him down. The walls acted as his crutch, David 
leaning heavily into them as he shuffled along, each step painful and drawn out, dragging him closer to the 
room he did not want to enter. 


The door was closed when he reached and, for a moment, he pondered it, debated turning back and finding a 
place to hide. The nauseous feeling rolled through him and it wasn't just from dope sickness. He really didn't 
want to open it, didn't want to walk in and face what was on the other side. But he had to. It was for his own 
good, for the good of his career and, most of all, for the good of the one he supposedly loved. There were 
bridges that needed rebuilding. Hell, not even rebuilding but completely built from scratch, bridges that had 


never existed in the first place. Heart heavy and head bowed, he gave a small knock before pushing it open. 


Dave was already there, seated as far from the door as was possible, face already set into bitter anger. It 
was the face of a man who was not willing to forgive easily, and who could blame him? He'd been subjected to 
several years of physical and mental abuse, beaten and cursed into a submission that had become impossible 


to break. 


David stood by the door, itching to leave, fingers nervously scratching at his wrists. It was Jay who caught his 


attention, her voice causing his head to whip round, eyes as wide as saucers. 


"David" Her eyes were soft as she stood from her own seat, gesturing to the one free chair in the opposite 


corner. "Why don't you take a seat?" 


He hesitated, went to shake his head but instead gave a resigned sigh and slumped downwards. Staring at the 
floor, he chewed on an already flea bitten fingernail. As Jay implored that Dave begin, he slumped even further 


into the seat, not wanting to hear the accusations and spite. 


"Where do you want me to fuckin’ begin today?" he heard the harsh voice demand. "I've said just about all | 
can about him" The last word was spat out as if it were rotten booze, threatening to choke him. "Loved him 
from the moment | set eyes on him. Me! Fuckin’ falling in love with some kid from the back of beyond. Fuckin’ 
giving in and letting him experiment on me. Didn't know what his dick did so decided to shove it up my ass. And 
| let him! Lost any fuckin’ dignity | had left that night. Let him do it again and again ‘cause | figured at some 
point, you know, he'd get bored and fuck off to find some chick. But no/ Didn't do that did he? No, carried on 
coming back, night after night until one night it turned nasty and he decided to beat six shades of shit out of 


me. 


Still focused on the soft pink of the carpet, David shuddered as he listened to Dave's bitterness. It had never 
meant to be like this, to wind up in this godforsaken place, trying to win back the trust of the man he'd 
originally idolised When had that stopped? When he'd first dipped his dick between Dave's legs? When he'd 
thrown the first punch? When had he stopped being the cheerleader that Dave had so desperately needed? 


"David" He shuddered as the counsellor spoke his name. "Do you want to tell me why you did what you did?" 
He didn't look up, couldn't look up. Instead he picked at the invisible lint on his jeans, silently shrugging as he did. 


"Dunno," he quietly began. He did know, he just didn't want to voice it, didn't want Dave on his feet screaming 
"Bullshit!" in his face. 


"You must know. You must have had your reasons," she quietly pressed. "Dave's already mentioned how much 
you looked up to him and it's taken him a lot to tell you that he needed it at that point in his life. Doesnt it 


make you even remotely wonder why you hit him?" 


He changed from picking at lint to chewing his knuckles, tears beginning to swell in his eyes. He was a monster 


and shouldn't be allowed to live. He had taken Dave and cruelly pressed him into bending to his own, twisted will 


A will which hadn't been there before the drugs. It was always the fault of the drugs. They had changed him. 


It had never been a conscious decision to lash out. 
"Come on, shithead. Fuckin’ spill it.” Dave hissed before Jay softly silenced him. 


A single, hot, tear rolled down David's cheek. He whimpered like a child, Dave's voice still reverberating around 
his head. Shame stained his cheeks, the tears he had never shed now coming. Never had he cried when he had 
dished out the beatings, never had he felt the disgrace which now ripped through his soul. What had he done? 
It was a question which snapped around his brain, slamming into Dave's torn voice. He was a monster, an 


abuser, the kind of person he'd thought of as lower than the dirt on his shoes. 


"David," her voice was soft, encouraging. He had to speak, had to explain himself, had to try and win Dave back, 


reassure him. 


Choking, David inhaled a jerking breath which shook his entire body. "I-" he began, voice trembling with painful 


emotion. "I-" 


5 


Hands fought back, tearing at him, pulling him down Fingers, bloodied from the effort, clung to him, digging into 
his shoulders as a distant voice pleaded with him, begged him to listen, just for a moment. There was warmth 
on his cheeks but he couldn't tell what it was. Blood? Tears? Mucus? He didn't know and cared even less. 

Somewhere, he heard another voice, another of the detached voices, screaming and crying words that made no 


sense. 


'I-" His feet shuffled against the salmon carpet, eyes following them. "I liked being in c-control," he whispered. 
Across the room he heard Dave snort and, once again, Jay quietly shushed him. 


"Let him speak, Dave." Her hand brushed against David's knee for the briefest of moments, encouraging him to 
carry on, to not stop now that he had finally started. 


His tears spotted the carpet between his knees, making little dark spots, dark portals to the hell which raged 
within his soul. Snuffling, David took an offered tissue. 


"David, why did you like being in control?" 

A lump threatened to cut off his air and David gave a trembling cough. "l-l had never had any control. Yeah, | 
had a loving family and | loved them but.. But | wanted more." He sighed and clutched the mucus-soaked tissue 
as if it were his only friend As far as he cared, it probably was. "I was a kid when | came to Cali. A fuckin kid. 
| didn't know what to expect. | was a kid with no world knowledge outside of the fuckin’ Midwest. 

Roughly he rubbed a hand across his eyes and let a tiny smile flicker his mouth. 


"| met Dave and | didn't know what | was feeling.” David softly chuckled. "There were butterflies in my stomach 


and | felt sick with excitement whenever | saw him, but it took me ages to admit | was in love." 


Finally he dared to look up and across the room. Dave was still slumped in his chair, arms folded across his 


chest. Yet his glare had softened, the ice melting just a little. 


Everything was forgotten, the counsellor, the small room, as he confessed everything, "Dave, | loved you. | still 


love you. I've always loved you, even in the dark times but | don't expect you to forgive me just like that" 
"Damn right I'm not," came the retort, causing David to flinch. 


He shivered, more from Dave's voice than the aches which gripped his body. Where had it gone wrong? Where 
had stopped being the loving and kind partner and chosen the route of pain and bloodlust? David desperately 


wanted to go back to the old times, the very beginning in the honeymoon period of their relationship where the 
tender swell of love pulled at his heartstrings whenever he found himself in Dave's presence. 


Forcing himself to keep eye contact, David quietly continued, wanting to win back the trust an confidence of the 
other man, "I've never loved anyone like | love you. There was no-one else in all those years. Even when you 


thought | was cheating with anyone with a pulse, | was always loyal to you, even if | did cause you to bleed" 


Once again, Dave snorted and rolled his eyes and, for a moment, the flicker of anger began to nip at David's 


brain. Why was Dave acting like that? Why wouldn't he listen and accept the apologies? 


"You were only loyal to your fists, Junior," Dave hissed. "Whatever you wanted, you got it, up to and including 
my blood. | gave you everything and never once did | take from you. Yeah, you accuse me of getting you into 
drugs but you were your own fuckin’ person. You could've said no but you wanted to keep up, didn't ya? Ya 
thought you had to prove something to me by sticking a needle in your arm and pumping yourself full of 


crap." 


Sighing, David slumped deeper into his seat, eyes flicking between the floor and the other man, the red stain of 


shame showing on his cheeks. It was true, every damn word of it. 


"You thought you were being the big man by messing with fire," Dave carried on, a hint of heartbreak cracking 
his voice. "You thought it would impress me, and everyone else. But it didn't. You never realised that | needed 
you just the way you were, that | needed you clean and sober. You were my everything when you were like 
that; always happy, always there when | needed you. But no, you wanted to be one of the boys yet you never 
realised you weren't supposed to be. Why? Because you were fuckin’ above all of that. You were better than 


us. You didn't need to prove anything. But still you tried” 


Hot tears once more rolled down David's cheeks, his head lowered as he let out pained sobs. Dave was right 


and always had been. 


He couldn't look up as Dave's voice brittle with emotion, the pain of the years laid bare. "You were perfect and 


you threw it all away." 


wun 


Therapy was never going to be easy but David could never have prepared himself for the pain of it. Every day 
was like being dragged over hot coals, raw wounds opened before being carefully stitched closed. Yet, with 
every day, things became a little easier, got a litte better. He learned how to control himself, how it had been 
the hand of the drugs which had driven him onwards but that he had also played a part by allowing himself to 
become the bully and the abuser. He learned that there was no reason to hate his lover for every little thing. 
He learned that every relationship was one of give and take and that in the years leading up to this moment 
he had done nothing but take. It may not have seemed like it on the surface, to those viewing it from a 
distance but, in hindsight, David could see that he had had a pretty good ride. Now the time had arrived for 


him to give back, to learn and become a better person 


On their last full day in the centre, David made his first, and only, phone call An hour later he was called to 
the reception where the object of his phone call was waiting, sitting almost awkwardly on the desk. He had 
chosen the beautiful white lilies because roses had thorns and, in his mind, that had been him; something 
beautiful but with a painful, hidden secret. Instead he'd wanted something pure, a symbol, he hoped, of a fresh 
start and a new life together. With a quick nod and thankful smile to the receptionist, David whisked the vase 


of daises away, hiding them in his room as he settled down to write the letter it had taken him so long to do. 
Dear Dave, 


| never thought | would be at this point where | would be writing you a letter. Nothing | do or say can ever take 
back the severity of my actions. To say that | was a monster is an understatement and | hope you can take some 
solace from these words. 


Ive fold you a hundred time in here how much I love you and how sorry | am but it can’t hurt to have it written 
down so that neither of us will forget. From that very first moment (even though you did slam the door in my 
face!) | was attracted to you. You were dangerous, exciting, lke no-one Id ever met before. But overall, | loved 
you. l knew, trom the very second | lay eyes on you, that | loved you. | didn’t want to admit it, didn’t dare To, but | 
knew that ld have to give into it. And Im glad that | did 


You've been everything to me; you've looked after me, cared for me, stood up for me. You provided me with 
everything | needed even when you had nothing for yourself. You always put me first. | didn't realise what | had 
until now. Sitting here in rehab has been the most painful time of my life. Watching you cry has been even worse 
and all lve wanted fo do is hold you close. But | won't touch you until youre ready. | understand that you have to 
come to a place where you trust me again before that can happen and | want you to know that Im willing to wait 


Hl wait way beyond this life and into the next one if | have to because it's you and you alone that | want. 


Dave, never again will | lay a finger to you in anger. Never again will | hurt you Ike | have done in the past. You can 
fake this letter as a signed and sealed contract of that. If | do, then you have every night fo do what you want to 


me. 


Í love you, Dave Mustaine, now and forever, 


David 


Swiftly and silently, he bundled the letter and flowers together outside Dave's door, hoping and praying that his 


mere words would be enough to stop the one person he loved more than life itself walking out on him. 
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Pain swelled through his gut, red raw as bile rushed up his throat. But he didn't care, just carried on, fighting 
with the hands that fought him, pushing and hitting them away as he tried to get another blow in. Again the 
pain landed in his stomach, sucking the air from his body. For a moment he swayed but swung once more, 


skinned knuckles landing into something soft. 


wun 


It surprised him more thon a little when they left the centre together. He had fully expected Dave to grab his 
shit and split, leaving him to make his own way to wherever he chose. Wherever it was, he had doubted it 


would be anywhere near Dave. Instead, David found himself nestled in the passenger seat of the car, heading 


off to the "little surprise" Dave had arranged, the flowers he had left the day before thrust into his arms. 


Nothing was said as they drove onwards, leaving behind the centre and the suburb it lay in. Buildings 
disappeared, giving way to an expanse of sun kissed desert. Hills and rocks, covered in nothing but sand and the 


barest hint of brush, rolled beside them, never giving away their exact location. 


Darkness was beginning to fall, a sheet of stars covering the sky as they pulled into a sandy parking lot. 
Leaning forward, David took in what lay before them, breath taken away. 


It was a building which looked as if it had been hewn from the earth around it. Rising up from the desert it 
was gently lit by hidden lamps, almost glowing reds and oranges and pinks beneath them. Sliding from the car, 
he walked, taking a closer look, completely silenced for the moment. Lush green lawns stretched away from the 
building, palm trees standing still in the breeze-less night. All of this dared him to look up, to stretch his neck 
back and take in the patchwork of stars above him. 


"Oh wow," he whispered, eyes following the gentle trail of the Milky Way above him. 
"Like it, huh?" 


Regaining himself, David turned. Dave leaned against the car, elbow propping himself up as he smiled. "Thought 
we could use a little get away after all the shit that's gone down" 


David felt himself soften, heart aching as he felt the tears begin to sting his eyes. But this time they were 
tears of happiness. Cautiously he approached Dave, just waiting for the rebuff, for something to come from 
the shadows and attack him. It never came, Dave instead watching the movement of his hand as he reached to 
touch the red-head's cheek. 

"Ah" Dave quickly brought up a finger, causing him to flinch and stop. "Not so fast. Remember your letter." 


Grimacing, David dropped his hand and stuffed it into his pocket. Of course, he'd said he wouldn't touch Dave 


until the other was ready for him. Grumbling silently to himself, he looked to the floor, darkening the toes of 
his sneakers as he rubbed them into the floor. A moment later and he was pleasantly shocked as a finger 
curled beneath his chin, lifting his eyes To the hazel ones that looked down to him. The smile, such a rare thing 
on Dave's face of late, was still there as lips were pressed against his own. With a shuddering breath, David 
melted and gave in, letting his lips part as he was showered with gentle kisses. His hands limply hung by his 
side and he dared not lift them; Dave had shown him once what he was capable of. 


Then the words came, as warm and as soft as honey, "You can touch me now." 


Lifting his arms, David wrapped them around his lover's neck, holding onto him as he was spirited away to the 


heavenly world he remembered. 
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The house was as beautiful inside as it was out. All open plan, a huge bed dominated one corner while a 
comfortable living area over looked a swimming pool and another lavish garden. It all joined the never-ending 
expanse of the sky and, as he stood staring out at it all, David felt as if they were on another planet, floating 
through space away from the pain and the anguish of the last few years. 


He tried not to think of it, tried to put it all to the back of his mind But it kept coming back, a stark reminder. 
Therapy wasn't going to fix it all; he had to do his fair share of the work. And it lay there, like a dormant 


dragon, reminding him whenever his mind had nothing else to think of. 


Pushing open the large doors, David let the warm evening air flow in. Closing his eyes, he took a deep lungful, 
savouring the smells of heated earth and water, of freshly cut grass. It soothed his soul and quietened the 
dragon in his head. Silently he stepped out, bare feet pressing against the slightly warm stone as he closed on 
the softly rippling water of the pool. Dropping to his knees, David moved himself and let his feet touch the 
water. It rolled against his naked feet, soaking the bottoms of his jeans. But he didn't care. All he cared about 
was the soothing nature of the experience, of letting it wash away the grime that had ground itself into his 
soul. He wanted to be a new man, a new person. Wanted to be the perfect lover, the one who never lashed out, 
nor drew blood. The one who lay patiently beside his lover as they laughed or cried. He would become that, one 


day at a time. 


Not bothering to remove his clothes, David eased himself into the darkened water and stretched himself out. 
Slowly he swam from one end to the other, fingers touching the smooth tile before turning himself over and 
making his way back. He never got back, instead rolling onto his back and admiring what hung above him. The 
universe, a trillion stars all laid on for him. Reaching out a hand, he felt as if he could grab them, holding a 
million little diamonds in the palm of his hand. A million diamonds for his love. He would have them made into 
earrings, a necklace, a beautiful gift of eternal love. The seal on his promise never to wrong his lover again A 
relaxed smile touched his lips; he'd do it. He'd have something eternally beautiful made, a gift that came with a 


promise, fake it and if | wrong you, sell it fo do what you will to me. Never use your own money against me. 


"David?" although spoken softly, his name echoed around the quiet, desert night. 


With the moment broken, he rolled back onto his belly and swam to the edge of the pool. A befuddled Dave 


knelt on the tiles, two glasses clasped in his hands. 
"You're swimming. With your clothes on?" 


Nodding, David grinned inanely as he gripped the side of the pool, wet hair heavy against his head. Pulling 
himself upwards, he gave Dave the quickest of kisses before sliding back beneath the cool water. 


"Uh-huh. And it's wonderful. You should come in" He gave a mischievous wink. 
Dave gave one of his "Perhaps | will, perhaps | won't but it can wait till later" sighs. 


"Please?" he pleaded, the water lapping temptingly at his body. He didn't want to get out, not yet at least. This 


was a million miles away from their normal life and the least he could do was share it. 
There was another deep sigh and the glasses were carefully placed to one side. "Okay, but not for long.” 


Chuckling, David pushed himself away, gliding gently back to the centre of the pool. The centre of his new little 


universe. 


"Yes, boss," he teased, legs kicking back and forth as he kept himself afloat, hands keenly working at his sodden 
jeans. "Whatever you say, boss." 


Hungrily he pulled at the shirt which clung to his body, tearing it over his head and discarding it. The water 
curled deliciously around his naked body, making him gasp, his cock already beginning to harden. Around him the 
water rippled and arms snagged at his waist, tugging him to the much stronger body behind him. 


"Not boss," Dave growled lustily in his ear, causing him to tremble with excitement and desire. "Master." 
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They made love right there beneath the stars, the water cocooning them as they relived memories which 
they thought had long been forgotten. Gentle touches, quiet words and soft caresses. But things had changed, 
switched over. Where he had once taken pride of place between Dave's legs, now the red-haired man took him. 
Pressed up against the smooth tiles, he'd wrapped his legs around Dave's waist and begged him to take him. 
From the bottom of his charred soul, he felt the warmth of his original love swell up, gripping him and taking 
hold, reminding him of why he had fallen in love with the fiery man. Over and over, he'd uttered the three 
immortal words he thought had been lost to him. 


/ love you. / love you. / love you. 


Candles lit the interior of the house, casting gentle shadows and warming the air. Still damp from the pool, 
David lay on the bed, face down and spread eagled. He rested his head on a cloud-like pillow, watching as Dave 
moved to and fro, rubbing his hair vigorously with a towel. Shifting slightly on the bed, David reached for the 
glass which had been left for him. It contained a sickly coloured liquid and, placing it to his lips, he realised, a 
little too late, that it was as sweet as it looked Non-alcoholic cocktails; the beginning of a new life. 


From beneath the towel, Dave looked to him, an eyebrow cocked and a grin forming on his lips. 
"Did | tell you to move?" he said, voice light and tinted with humour. 

Chuckling softly, David returned the glass and shuffled back into his previous position 
"Depends on what you have planned next, Master" 


He relaxed into the bed, soul singing with happiness. This was what he had dreamed of. All those long, sleepless 
nights where the drugs had eaten away at him, he had dreamed of the day when the happiness would return, 
when there would be no more bloodshed. When the monster would finally take its final, gasping breath and 
wither away to nothing. Now it was happening, a new beginning with him in a different role. David had never 
expected to find himself on the receiving end yet, now that he had experienced it, it seemed so.. natural. So 


right. Beneath his lover's now gentle hands, he blossomed and sang. 


The bed dipped beside him and he shifted his head, smiling as he looked to Dave. As the smile was returned, 
his heart missed a beat, a docile purr leaving his lips as a finger stroked over his cheek. Down his neck it went 
and over his shoulder, along the curve of his back and between the gentle swell of his buttocks. Closing his 
eyes, David let out a groan and lifted his ass a little, inviting the exploring finger closer. 


Above him, Dave chuckled and whispered, "Spread ya legs." 


Willingly he obeyed, lifting his knees and moving his legs. The bed moved as Dave positioned himself, his hands 
kneading David's ass cheeks like balls of dough. Mewling quietly, he began to squirm against the bed, pressing 


his hardening cock into the delicate cotton sheets. It was a sensual feeling, slowly rousing him. 


The roaming hands slid up his back and to his shoulders. For a moment they pressed against already relaxed 
muscles, pushing them deeper into the bed before sliding along his outstretched arms. Delicately, they clasped 
his wrists and lifted them over his head. Never did he protest as cuffs were locked around them and looped 
through the antique bed frame, lifting him away from the bed. Struggling a little, David pulled himself to his 


knees, looking over his shoulder with widened eyes. 
"Don't worry.” Dave patted his ass. "I'm not gonna hurt you. You're gonna love this." 


Roving fingers went back to his ass, pressing to the gentle flower of his hole before breaching him and finding 
the sensitive spot within Groaning and shuddering with pleasure, David let his head fall forwards, slumping 
against his bonds. His cock throbbed against his stomach, demanding attention he couldn't give as the intruding 
fingers pressed deeper and scissored. Back and forth they moved, teasing and tormenting, pushing him higher. 
Arching his back, David let out a pleading cry, begging for release. 


From behind him came a rough snicker, the fingers pulling free from him. "Calm down, sweetheart. You're 


gonna get what you want. Be patient.” 


Patience wasn't a virtue, not when he was wound up tighter than a spring. Rocking back on his knees, David let 
his head fall back, panting at the ceiling. A second later and hands were back, pressing against his ass and 
heaving him back into position. He was in no state to move, the hazy lust causing him to sink and sag. It 
happened so quickly; Dave's smoothly lubed cock sliding easily into him, causing him to stiffen and twitch as he 
let out another, shaking moan. 


Hands gripped his hips, rocking him as his lover rode him, cock pressing agonisingly close to his spot. With each 
sweep, he howled and trembled, his own cock pulsing between his legs. He wanted release, demanded release, 
but it was a million miles away, a distant speck on the horizon. Dave showed him no mercy, ploughing onwards 


as he fed his own carnal desires. 
"Please.." he found himself whimpering. 


There was a harsh snarl and a hand wrapped into his hair, brutally pulling his head to one side. Over his 
shoulder, he cautiously eyed Dave's twisted, hunger filled face. David knew, deep down, that he would have to 
do this, would have to give himself over to the other man in order to win some kind of forgiveness. What he 
hadn't expected was for it to be so painful, so rough. But then Dave Mustaine never did things by halves. It 


would be one way or the other, tenderly gentle or extremely painful. 
"Please what?" came the gruff question 


David's eyes widened, breath catching in his throat as Dave gave a particularly rough thrust, sending his 


shoulder crashing into the antique bed frame. 


"Please," he gasped. "Please let me core.." 


His voice trailed off as his hair was given a vicious tug, his eyes watering as his head was pulled back to a 
strange angle. Teeth burrowed into the muscular skin of his shoulder and David opened his mouth in a silent 


howl. 


"You'll come when l'm fuckin’ ready for you to come," Dave hissed in his ear. "When I've had my fun, then you 


can have yours. Understood?" 


He tried to nod but found it impossible against the hand which held him still. Instead, he gave the barest of 


whimpers, nostrils flaring as he was finally released. 


Head hanging down and sweat beading his forehead, David rocked himself with his lover determined, despite the 
pain, despite the sudden U turn, that he would make this memorable. If he wasn't going to accept the change 
that was happening in his life then he may as well just leave now. Leave and forget everything he had fought 


for in the intervening weeks. 


It felt like an age before Dave finally came and David could limply let his body fall against the cuffs. With a 
slight click they fell away and he eased himself to the bed, panting heavily as his hands began to make the 


short journey to his crotch. 


"Uh uh!" His hand was batted away and Dave appeared before his glazed eyes. "You gotta be patient. Gotta 


wait." 


He let out a guttural groan and arched his back, grabbing at his lover's hands and forcing them to his aching 
cock. Dave just laughed and hovered over him, propped on one elbow as he tangled their legs together. A finger 
traced over his lips and pressed between them, sweeping over his tongue. Closing his lips, David gently sucked 
on the digit before it was pulled out with a quiet pop. The finger travelled lower, down his stretched throat, 
over his breast bone, across his stomach and around his painful erection before finally brushing against his 
pubic bone. Sick of the taunting, he raised his hips, encouraging the finger closer. Laughing quietly, Dave allowed 
his finger to brush softly against the throbbing flesh, his laughter growing as David howled and pressed 


himself closer, body spasming as if electrocuted 
"You want it bad, huh?" Dave nipped at his ear. 
He gave a little nod and whine, eyes pleading with the face that lay so close to his own. 


"You want it real bad?" 


Another nod and another whine, David pressing his mouth hungrily to Dave's. Dave's voice was becoming as 


breathy as his own, the other man's eyes dilating nearly to black. 


"You gonna rub yourself against me ‘til you come?" 


His body was weakening and when a strong thigh was pressed to his crotch, David just sank against it, arms 


looping around Dave's neck. 


Dave kissed him once more, warm, bruised lips against his own. "Go on. Make yourself come." 


And he did, riding Dave's thigh as he earnestly kissed the offered lips, holding tightly onto the man who held 
him close. His orgasm came closer and closer, a hot knot in his belly, threatening to choke him with the cheer 
pleasure. In-between kisses, Dave quietly whispered to him, encouraging him, pushing him on until David gripped 


the redhead and cried out, thick ropes of semen splattering their body. 


Tenderly he was lowered to the bed, body aching and yet sedated. Dave looked down at him, a smile on his lips, 
eyes lit with a flame that only love could bring. Looking up at him, David listened to the chorus in his head, the 
chorus which sang of his happiness. Hair was brushed from David's eyes and tucked behind an ear before Dave 


leaned in closer and pressed a kiss to his forehead. 


"Welcome to your new life, David. Enjoy it" 
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Strong hands pushed him to the ground, holding him there, choking him, forcing the precious breath from his 
lungs. His vision swam, blurred as it came and went. A blackness began to descend over his brain, warm and 
welcoming. For a moment he fought with it, pleaded with it to leave as through it he heard a voice, a voice 


which repeated two words over and over. 

You promised, 

You promised, 

You promised, 

The hurt and dismay that were etched in Dave's face did nothing but open a gaping emptiness. Lying spread 


eagled on the floor, David lifted a hand, a hand with clawed fingers and chipped nails, blood, gore and sunset 


coloured hairs hanging from them. 
"You promised, Junior!" Dave bawled, the first sign of tears glazing his eyes. "You fuckin’ promised!" 


David just snickered, a sound like dead leaves across a lawn. The face that looked up at him was not the face 
he remembered from yesteryears. This one had morphed into something from the abyss, a Violent demon he 


thought had been crushed forever. But it was back, and it meant business. 


Drawing back his arm, he swung at the monster beneath him. Too little, too late, pain flared through his wrist 
and he was tossed to the floor. Above him, the demon cackled. He grimaced as David leaned closer, flinched as 


a soft tongue he remembered so well lapped at the wound in his throat. 
"Promises are made to be broken. You know that, Dave. How many have you broken over the years?" 


Groaning, he closed his eyes against the pain, only to be confronted with the deprived decadence of his life. How 
many times had he left David standing crestfallen beside a bus or in a hotel while he went and dealt with his 
needs elsewhere? How many times had he mocked David to the media? He winced as the interview from 


several months earlier replayed in his mind. 

"We had a song called ‘Reckoning Day’, | wrote the entire song and Junior had said, Hey, why don't we call that 
song Reckoning Day’? So, because of the way he is, | know if | would have said, 1 was goma call it Reckoning Day's’ 
he would have said, ‘Well, | said it first. this kind of childish crap. So | just said, ‘Alright, whatever. So I surrendered 
and let him call the song Reckoning Day’ 


Then everything went black. 


wun 


Following their stint in rehab, the years were good to them. David kept his promise and there was no more 
blood, bruises or fists. Despite finding wives, their relationship carried in corners of their lives. They were 
happily married in everything but name. And, like any couple, there were arguments but they were always 


solved with discussion, followed by blissful nights in bed. 


Convinced the anger was demonic, David had begun to attend church. He felt safe within the bosom of the 
saved, the weights which had held him down for so long lifting. With it, his mood picked up, the darkness 
melting away and leaving behind the happy-go-lucky farm boy of old. For the first time in as long as he could 
remember, he felt.. free. He threw himself into church life, attending every service and class they offered. He 
laughed and he sang and he played music as if it were the only thing in life. He was in love with everything and 


everyone. Whatever had lived in his brain was.. gone. 


Then Dave disbanded them and tossed him to the wind. 


wun 


They called him crazy. They called him insane. They called him every name under the sun. Mostly, they called 
him a murderer, a killer, the person who'd slaughtered the music. They'd all said it was Dave who was the 


crazy one, but it was him, Junior, the bright-eyed, bushy-tailed farm boy. 
And that was just the media. 


Behind closed doors, away from cameras and reporters, he was called far worse. His brain was photographed 
and scanned and studied. He was recorded and filmed, his every movement and word poured over. Wires were 


strung over his body and questions spat in his face. 


They didn't really understand what had caused the violence, except that it was possibly triggered by various 
words. They debated whether the triggers had been coincidental or deliberately placed there by an outside 


source. 


Sitting before a video camera in a soulless room, they forced him to replay every second of his life with Dave. 
Why had he met Dave? Which things did Dave say or do repeatedly? Had it been orchestrated long before 
they met? He believed it had, believed his Higher Power had thrown them together. They believed differently, 
searching obscure texts and arcane books for the reason a mild-mannered man from the sticks had repeatedly 
beaten and raped his best friend. They refused to believe he was a rapist, an abuser. They said Dave had 
connections that no-one knew about, connections to people and places that were mere rumours. They said Dave 


had known more than he should. And now David knew too much. 
In the end, they came to a conclusion. 


A disembodied voice came from beyond the one-way glass. "Ready, Junior?" 


Softly he snickered. Strapped into the chair, he watched his reflection subtly morph from confused, yet 
friendly, to something far more sinister. His eyes darkened, and he gazed up at the the glass, his top lip peeling 


back into a sneer. 


"Yes. Master." 


